a/ r B - 8 r e theearmour to kcepe offthat word 
Adverfincs Tweet miike,Philofophy, 

To comfort: thee though thou art banilhed. 

Un u T dI m r an i fiied ? ha °g U P Philofbphy, 

Unlefie Philofophy can make a Juliet, t 

f "P ant a towne, reverfe a Princes doome. 

It heJpes not, it preyaiJes not, taJke no more. 

J*' ^ en ^^ ee that mad men have no cores. 

£rf.L«m CC &fpuce^ 

Then mightfi thou ipeake, 

In?^/ ghtft l hou teare thy haire, 

AndfaJiuponthegroundas I doe now, 
mg the meafure of an unmade grave. 
t . . a Nurfe \nockes . 

Whaff r ' y an %5sSs will. 

What ftuplenefle ; s thif . ^ 

ho knockes lb hard ? whence come you ? what’s your will a 
Nur Term* . Enter Nurfe. 

I come from Udyjulil^ y ° U /ta11 klJOW m 7 erran ^ s 
Welcome then. 

W»r. Oholy Frier, O tell me holy Frier, 

Where’s 


«f Romeo md Juliet, 

Where’s my ladies Lord ? where's 'Borneo ? 

Fri. There on the ground, 

With his owne teares made drunke. 

Nur. O, he is even in my Miftrelfe cafe. 

Juft in her cafe : O wofull fimpathy / 

Piteous predicament / even lo lyes fhe, 

Blubbring and weeping, weeping and blubbring : 

Stand up, ftand up, ftand and you be a man, 

For Juliets fake, for her fake rife and ftand : 

Why fhould you fall into lo deepe an O ? 

Rom. Nurfe. 

Nur. Ah fir,ah lir,death is the end of all. 

Rom, Spak’ft thou of Juliet ? how ift with her ? 

Doth (he not thinke me an old murtherer. 

Now I have ftairid the child-head of our joy, 

With blood remov’d but little from her owne ? 

Where is Ihe ? and how doth Ihe ? and what (ayes 
My conceal'd Lady to our canceld love ? 

Nur. Oh, Ihe fayes nothing fir, but weeps and weepes, 
And now falls on her bed, ana then ftar ts up. 

And Tibalt calls, and then on Romeo cries, 

And then downe falls againe. 

Rom. As if that name (hot from the deadly level! of a gun 
Did murther her, as that names curfed hand 
Murdred herkinfman. Oh tell me Frier, tell me. 

In what vile part of this Anatomy 
Doth my name lodge ? tell me, that I may facke 
The hatefull manfion. 

Fri. Hold thy delperate hand. 

Art thou a man ? thy forme cries out thou art. 

Thy teares are womanilh ,thy wilde afts denote 
The unrealbnable fury of a beaft. 

Unfeemely woman in a feeming man. 

And ill befeeming beaft in feeming both, 

Thou haft amaz’d me : By my holy Order 
I thought thy dilpofition better temper’d. . 

Haft tnou flaine Ttbdt l wilt thou flay thy felfe ? 
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